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IN TVO ACTS 


As it is Perform d at the 


Tar ATRE-RovaL in Drury-Lane. 


5 By Mr, MURPHY. 
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Dramatis — 


DICK, his Son, bound to an Apo- 


thecary, and fond of wag Mr. nne 
the Stage. 


GARGLE, an Apothecary. 


Mr. Bux ron. 
CHARLOTTE, Daughter to Gargle. Miſe Minors. 
SIMON, Servant to ce Mr. H. Vaucuas. 
SCOTCHMAN, Mr. Braxks. 


IRISHMAN, 
CATCHPOLE, — 


Mr. Jar II so. 


Mr. Vavenzx. 


Srouriwe-Cxun, — &c. 


* „on the Lines alluded to. For (as it is j 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Subject might appear extravagant 
dre gh appar ga 
pictureſque Manner by the Author of the! 
and was at once fo univerſally felt by the Audience, that 
all neceſſity of ſaying any thing farther on this Head is 
2 What at remains to 
be feared, is, that the ice will not make fo lively a 
ſgure in the cloſet, as on the Stage, where the Parts in 
general were allowed to be well performed ; where Si- 
man was repreſented with a perfection of folly, where 
the Skill of Mr. Yates exhibited the of a 
Mind, whoſe Ideas extend very little beyond the mul- 
Table, and whoſe Paſſions are ever in a crazy 
Confli&, unleis when they all ſubſide into a fordid Love 
of Gain: and where Mr. Nead ward admirable comic 
Genius gave ſuch a Spirit to the whole, that there is 
Reaſon to think, whenever he relinquiltes the part, the 
Apprentice may again elope riends, without any 
car's defoing him to return to his Buſineſs. 

The Author has howerer endeavoured to render all 
Bs e 

onger Criticiſm could be brought again 
the two foliowing Obſervations, which he thinks very 
fingular and fomewhat entertaining, I can't, ſays 
done, gi ue my Ofinicn of the Piece, till I have Time 
* to confeder the Depth of it "—* Po! fays another, 
« this is net all bis o, I remember ſome of it is ether 
« Pl.ys.”—In order to aſſiſt the former in his deep Re- 
„and to enable the latter to make good bis 
charge of Plagiariſm, References are made to the i 
veral Plays, „ Hero of 


Parody does not always carry with it a 2 


marked in a note to Mr. Pope's Dunciad) / 4 ret 


« rave ard celebrated Paſſage; is @ Ridicule of that 
* Paſſage. A Ridicule i there is in every 
But where the Image is transferred from one Object to 
.** anther, there the Ridbends fails net on the Thing imĩ - 
_*+* tated, but imitating. Thus for auhen 

Ola Edroard's Armour beans on Cibbers Breaſt. 
It is without Doubt an Object ridiculbus enough; but 
<< then I think, it falls neither on old King Edward, nor 
«+ bis Armour, but on his Armour- Bearer only,” 

But this is prefacing a Farce as if it were a Thing of 
moment; I ſhall therefore diſmiſs it to the Preſs, with- 
out adding any Thing farther, except my grateful Ac- 
knowledgements for the very favourable Reception, 
with _ the Publick has honoured the rifling 
Scenes 


Their moſt obliged 
. and obedient Servant. 


ARTHUR MURPHY. 


Tauwiftock-Row, 
5th Jan. 1756. 


* J Line of Pope's in @ badicrous Account of the Care 
zation in Henry the VILlth. 
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PROLOGUE 
Written by Mr. GARRICK. 


Spokenby Mr. MURPHY, deed is Black. 


| PREHOLD @ Wander for Theatric Story! 
y The Culprit of this Night, appears before ye. 
| Before his ares theſe Boards ts tread, 
his on his — 
precede — mour Verſe; 
7 Whoſe dbfel March Tl. A. d Mind, 
may 
n 
Trickt — — 
To melt that Rock of Rocks — the Critic's Heart. 
| No acted Fears my Vanity betray; 
„ I am indeed, — what others only 
Thus far myſelf; — The Farce comes next in View; 
Tho' many are it's Faults, at leaſt tis New. 
No d. pilfer d Scenes from France we Sew, 
ne — il 
? ſe my Colours, nd 
From real life my Bttle Chath is fiFd 
. . — 4 fen'd 
or culling Simples, — but whoſe S 
Nor Fate could rule, wr bi denn 
A Place there is where / Jui xats meet; 
| "Tis calf dibe SPOUT 8. T1 IB. — 2 g lariau Treas! 
; Where — RP the Gaping Street? 
' There Brutus fart: midnight Taper ; 
wb mg agony Cangeg Far we, "4h 
There Hamlet's Ghoſt Halls forth with doubt d Fi: 


Cries out with hollow Voice, — Liit, Lift, O Lift” 


And frightens Denmark's Prince—a young Tobacconift. 


The Spirit too, clear d bis _ White, 
. —2 — re the Sight ! 
| young Attorneys — have this Rage 

| But change their Pens Te Tn lak — 


| dn range Reviſe!) fr dur F 


PROLOGUE. 
| fag! met; mo 4 oY 


rr, and le ru, 
Tora , Lough roar all wy Aim, 
1 hun contempt, — 22 
; 4 


Hepes I cheri — in your 
Where's ny Faults, your Cander can exceed * 


EPILOGUE 


EPILOGUE 
Written by. a. FRIEND. 
Spoken. by Mis. CLI VE. 


n 

ery pretty Bill, — as Tu alive ! 
The Fare — Nobody — by Mvs. Clive ! 
F | Fool — to leave me out — 
—— 0 

ta + 

And fairly ventur'd it without the Aid 

== 


— never 


— — 


of 
O Pit — have Pity — 


— hs Dbpleſe to oy convert bis Fear, 
As Pallas turns to — FT ardella's Bier; 
Vet mand have a better Scheme by 


Tube tirows bis Weeds afide, and learn's wutitn me ts 


n had he been inclin a 


Ther Sek li — m4 4 


vonder Row, 


— e e Sarah, 
" Dillembler! thinks fe's more thas 


& 


And — O Ponder well— and Cherry 
„ fill the fair Ophelia s Place. 
Aud in her cock't up Hat, and Gown of Camblet, 
r the Lord Hamlet. 
ö tes. ſhe has, with ſquintimg Eyes, 

With wadling Gait, and Vaice liks London Cries ; 


Daughter too that deals in Lace, ? 


— - . 


E 


Who for the Stage too ſhort by half a Story, 


-r ge 


PILO GU E. 


ownly — thus — in all her Glory. 
traverſing her ſcanty Room, 


Cries —** Lard, my Lord, what can I do at home !” 


In ſhort, there's Gicb 
The Ranting, Whining, > 61 


here — 
EEE = 
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Hamlets, and 


TUE 


E 
Nr 


THE 


APPRENTICE. 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Enter Wincats and Sion. 


Wingate. 
| AY nay, but I tell you I am convinced —1 
know it is ſo,—and lo Friend, don't you think 
to trifle with me 3-1 know you're in the Plot, 
you Scoundrel, and if you don't diſcover all, III. 
Simon. Dear Heart, Sir, you won't give a Body Time, 
Wingate. Zookers! an whole Month miſſing, and no 
Account of him far ar near. - Wounds! it's unaccoun- 
table. —Look ye Friend, —don't you pretenu —— 
Simon. Lord, Sir, —you're ſo main paſſionatc. „cu 
won't let a Body 


* + Wing3te. Speak out then, —and don't ſtand muttering 


What a. lubberly Pellow you are! ha! ha!—Why 
don't you ſpeak out, you Blockhead ? 

Simon. Lord, Sir, to be ſure the Gentleman is a fine 
and a ſweet young Gentleman— 


Geatleman 
bar, er Sit, —how ſhould I know any thing of 
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ire for un ;—and fo in my Way, 

as well call here —— 
in, to give his Father all this Trou- 
not heard any thing of him 


un come 
Girl in the City, 


and Water for 


Wingate. Where are you going in fuch a Hurry ?— 
let J ; what . de 1 — 1 — 
with his damned Caſſonders Clappatra 3 rum- 
pery ; with his Romances, and his Odyſſey Popes, and 


a Parcel of Raſcals not worth a Groat ;—wearing Stone 


Buckles, —never cock my Hat—but, 
put myſelf in a Paſſion — inan, do you ſtep back to 
your Maſter, my Friend Gargle, and tell him I want to 
ſpeak with him - tho I don't know what I ſhould fend 
for him for—a fly, flow, heſitating Blockhead!—he'll 
hy don't you go you Booby, when I bid you? 
Simon. Yes, Sir (Exif 
Wingate. This Fellow will be the Death of me at laft 
I can't Sleep in my Bed fometimes for him. —An ab- 
furd inſignificant Raſcal, —to ſtand in his own Light!— 
Death and Fury, that we can't get Children, without 
having a Love for em !—I have been turmoiling for the 
Fellow all the Days of my Life, and now the Scoundrel's 
run away—Suppoſe, I advertiſe the Dog, and promiſe 
a Reward to any one that can give an Account of him 
well, but, —why thould I throw away my Money after 
him?—why, as I don't ſay what Reward, I may give 
what I pleaſe when they come—ay, but if the Villain 


,: * 
* I 
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t could deceive me, and happen to be dead, —why then 
| + he tricks me out of two Shillings—my Money's flung 
i into the Fire—Zookers, Fll not put myſelf in a Paſſion 
Ait him follow his Nofe—it's nothing at all to me 
| what care 1?—What do you come back for, Friend ? 
Re-enter Simon. 


l 
** 
5 


— 


of him! ha! ha! what a pretty Fellow you 
ha! why don't you ſtep where I bid you, Sirrah !=— 
Simon. Yes, Sir. [Exit. 
Wingate. Well, well,—-PFm refolved, and it ſhall be 
F Fl advertiſe him To-morrow Morning, and 1 
de comes home, all ſhall be forgiven :— when 
'F the Blockhead comes, I may do as 1 al a! 1 
may do as | pleaſe !—Let me ſee:— He had on —a Sil- 
ver- loop d Hat: -I never liked thoſe vile Silver Loops: 
A Silver loop'd Hat; —and —and—Slidikins, what 


* 


fignifies what he had on ?—F'll read my Letter, and 

think no more about him.—Hey! what a Plague have 

3 [matters to himſelf] Briffol—a—what's all 
— 

a was 20th a/timo, fince none of thine, which 

** willoccafion Brevity. The Reaſon of my writing to 

< thee at preſent, is to inform thee that thy Son came 


Scoundrel Raſcal !—turn'd Stage - Plaver Ill never tee 
ine Villain's Face. ho comes there 


F 
put 2 

rely, Sir. —He anived or map Miendd wi within theſe ten 
— = _ 
—T judged it _ e him there, till I had pre- 
n Reception. 

Wingate. Death and Fire ! what could put it into the 
| * + ray we 
ſo eaſily accounted for :—Why, 


is. 
== —̃ H(—'— 


— 


very Fact. 
Aeg Zookers ! you don't fay ſo !—caught her 


_ Ay, in the very Pact of reading a Play-book 
O, is that the ra you mean ?—is that 


| 17 that's bad 
But 1 have done for my Madam :—1 


have | <a Pray tho, ne and locked up all her 


334% 2 - 


—— + 


d S 


and think of nothing but to become Actors. 
B 
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4 
„it I had nota Regard for him? 
— You don't hear me call a Stranger a Scoundrel. 


miffed an Opportunity; up at Five in the Morni 
—ſtruck a Light,—made S 
ger 3 n a Fellow is going his 
own Way—with all my Heart—what care | ?—let hin 
follow his Noſe, —let him follow hi:Noſe—2 ridiculous — 

Gargle. Ay, ridiculous indeed, Sir—Why for a — 
Time paſt, he could not converſe in the Language 
common Senſe.—Aſk him but a trivial Queſtion, and 
he'd give ſome cramp Anſwer out of ſome of his Plays 
that deen running in his Head, and ſo there's no 
underſtanding a Word he fays. — | 
Wingate. kers this comes of his keep Company 
with Wits and be damned to em for Wit's—ha ! ha! 
Wits ! a fine Thing indeed—ha! ha! Its the moſt beg- 
garly, raſcally, —contemptible Thing on Earth. 

gle. And then, Sir, I have found out that he went 

three Times a Week to a Spouting-Club. 

Wingate. A Spouting-Club, Friend Garglc /—what's 
a Spouting-Club ? | 

Cargle. A Meeting of Prentices and Clerks and gi 
dy young Men, intoxicated with Plays; and fo they 
meet in Public Houtes to act Speeches; there they all 
neglect Buſineſs, deſpite the Advice of their Friends, 
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Wingate. You don't ſay ſo!——a Spouting-Club! 
wounds, I believe they are all mad. 

Gargle. Ay, mad indeed, Sir: —Madneſs is occa- 
fioned in a very extraordinary Manner, the Spirits 
flowing in particular Channels. 

. Wingate. Sdeath, you're as mad yourſelf as any of 
Gargle. And continuing to run in the fame Ducts.— 
Wingate. Ducks! Damn your Ducks /—Who's below 


there ? | 
2 Brain — —— — 

and [Wingate walk: unea/ily and follows 
thus, by the Preſſure on the Nerves, he Head — 

ed, and fo your Son s Nialady is contracted. 

a _— Who s without there? Don't plague me 
Man. | 
Gargle. But I ſhall alter the morbid State of the Jui- 
ces, correct his Blood, and produce laudable Chyle.— 
Wingate. Zookers, Friend Cargie, don't teaze me fa 
—Don't plague me with your phyſica! Nontenfe. — 
Who's below there? — Tell :hat Fellow to come up. — 
Gargle. Dear Sir, be a little cool —Inflammatorĩes 
—4 be dangerous Do, pray, Sir, moderate your Paſ- 


H*ngate. Prithee, be quiet, Man —Tll try what I can 


do— Here he comes. | 
Enter Dick 
Dick. Now, my good Father, what's the Matter *® 
Wingate. So Friend, —you have been upon your Tra- 
vels, have you *—You have had your Frolic ?=Look- 
— g Man,. — Tl not put myſelf in a Paſſion ; — 


and Fire, you Scoundrel,—what Right have 


you to plague me in this Manner? Do you think I muſt 
fall in Love with your Face, becaufe I am your Father: 
— A * more than Kin, and leſs than Kind. 
ingate. Ha! ha!—what a pretty Fig u cut 
now ?—ha! ha!—why don't you 492 "Block- 
head ?—have you nothing to ſay for yourſelf 
3 7 Nothing to ſay for yourſelf: what an old 
rig ĩt 1? 
ingate. ind me, Friend I have found you out— 


I fee 
Hamlet. 
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Iſee you'll never come to God. Turn Stage- player! 
Wounds! you'll not have an Eye in your Head in a 
Month—ha ! ha !—yaou'll have em knocked out of the 
Sockets with withered Apples—remember I tell you ſo.— 

Dich. A Critick too! [whiftle;}] Welt dane old 
Square-toes. — 

Wingate. Look-ye, young Man — take Notice of what 
I fay:—T made my own Fortune, and I couid do the 
fame again. Wounds !—if I were placed at the Bottom 
of Chancery Lane, with 2 Bruth and Black- ball. Id 
make my own Fortune again—you read Sharp rt /— 
Get Cocter's 4rithmetic—you may buy it for 2 Shilling 
en any Stall—beft Book that ever was 88 

Dick. Pretty well, that ;—Ingenions, Faith !—Egad, 
the oid Fellow has a pretty Notion of Letters. 

Wingate. Can you tell how much is ſv- Ei btb three 
Siæteent Et of a Piund?—Five Eighths of three Sixteenths 
of a Pound—Ayp, ay, I fee you are 2 Blockhead : —— 
Look-ye young Man,—if you have a Ming to thrive in 
this World, ftudy Figures and make yourſelf ufeful—— 
make yourielf uſeful. 

Dct. How u eary. ftale, flat and unprofitable ſeem 
to me all the Uſes of this Mrd! 

Wingate. Mind the Scoundrel now. —— | 
__ Gargle. Do Mr Wingate, let me ſpeak to him—ſfoft- 

Ii, fottl{y—PF!] touch him gently:— Come, come, young 
* lay alide this ſuiky Humour, and ſpeak as becomes 
2 Son. 

Dick. ® O Feptha, judge of Mae, what a Treaſure 
bad? thou EY 1 

Winga::. What does the Fellow fay ? | 

Cargle. He relents, si-, —Come, come, young Man, 
he ll forgive | 

Dick. ® They fool me to the Top of my Bent. —Gad, 
Fil hum em, to get rid of em, —a truant Diſpoſition, 
gaod my Lord: — No, no, ſtay, that's not right —I have 
« better Speech. lt is as you ſay — hen we are ſo- 
ber, and reflect but ever fo little on our Follies, we 
are aſhamed and ſorry; and yet the very next Minute, 
'* we ruth again into the very ſame Abſurdities. 

Nigate. Well ſaid Lad, well ſaid - mind me Friend : 


Com- 
„ Harl: 


and hots at it] —Vll give i 


and 
uſeful for the future. 
. Wing you'd better ſtick 
to your Buſineſs, than turn Buſfoon, and Trun- 


pets. 
ich. 4 I ſhall in all my beſt obey you, Sir, —- 
Wingate. Very well, Friend, —very well faid—you 
may do very well if you z and fo Vil fay no more 
to youu, but make uſeful, and fo now go and 
clean yourſelf, and make ready to go Home to your Bu- 
ſineſs— and mind me young Man—let me fee no more 
Play-bocks, and let me never find that you wear a lac'd 
Waiſteaat—you Scoundrel, what right have you to 
wear a lac d Waiſtcoat ?—I never wore a lac'd Waiſt- 
coat! — never wore one till I was Forty—But Fil not put 
myſelf in a Paſſion—go and change your Dreſs, Friend. 


Dick. I ſhall Sir 
+ I muſt be cruel, only to be kind, | 


Wingate. Let him mind me, Friend Gargle, and III 
make a Man of him. 


- Gargle. Ay, Sir, you low the Werke meg 
* Richard INI. + Hemls. 


you'll mind what I fay to you and make yourſelf 
Chriſtian Land? 


e . 1 
d 


1 
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Man will do very well—l1 wiſh he were out of his Time 3 


ſhall then have my Daughter 
* Ves, buz Pit touch the Caſh—he fhan't n- 


during my Life. —I muſt keep a tight Hand over 
= Goes ts the Doer.J—Do ye h ar, Friend !—Mind 
— fore and go home to your Buſineſs immediately 
Friend Garg/e, I'll make a Man of him. 
Enter Dick. 
Dick. | Who called 6n Aber - not Barbarf 


makes SONS 


yy "RA Tm very peremptory, Friend Gazgie ; i 
vexes me once more, Fll have nothing to fay to bin 
well, but, now I think of it—1 have Coacker's Arithme- 
tick below Staits in the Houſe— Il ftep and 
it for him, and ſo he ſniall it home with him— 


a — 


Wingate. He ſhall follow home directly 
of Three r of a Pound! 
the Numerator by the Denominator ; fre Times Suman 
is tex Times Eight, ten Times Eight is Eighty, 1 


d. No, no, Simon, ſtay a Moment—this is but 2 
ſcurvy Coat I have on—and I know my Father has al- 


ways 
ü The laff now Play called Barbarofla. 
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ways ſome Jemmy Thing lock d up in his Cloſet—1 
know his Ways —He takes 1 never 


with 1 Shi | 
a tak! Kell ea hear „ I believe he's 
"= — to the Dor and hens. No, no,—no, | 
down, growling and grumbling—ay, —ſay ye 

men Raſcal—Let him bite the 4 — 65 | 


> Times Twelve is Seventy-two”—all's ſafe Man, 
ver fear him. Do you and here—H ſhall diſpatch this 


Buſineſs in a Crack. 
_ on him ! what is he about now ?— 
why the Door is Maſter. — 
"_ Dick. Ay, but I can eaſily force the Lock—you ſhall 
— — 2. Brute of em all 

is Lockſmith in England— 

May vr bog fa ra 

Simon. He's at his Plays again—Odds my Heart, he's 
2 rare Hand—he'll go with it, TIl warrant him 
Old Cojer muſt not ſmoke that I have any Concern— 
I muſt be main cautious—Lord bleſs his Heart, he's to 
teach me to act Scrub. —He with me long ago. 
and [ a5 far as the Jeſuit before à went out of own : 
— am, Tre awhole 


6 A ent. a 
ee 

a Noiſe 

" Simon. No Maſter ; were all fung. 
Dich. This Coat will do y—T have bilked 

the old Fellow nicely.—5 In a dark aner of his Cabi- 

ant, Fans 09> Pagers CES WE LINE BY Wow, 

I promiſe to 


— Jue 1: 17 iner. — | 
— 1 — he Simon. 


» Stratagem. I Mackbeth, 5 Vide the Manrxing Brice, 


Ro Gere = « 


4 
| 


ready to laugh your 
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Simon. O Lud! Dear Sir, you'll ſpoil all—I wiſh we 
—— sf ids - Onr fob Wop, Ben, 
make off direQly.— 

Dick. I will, I will; but firſt help me on with this 
Coat—Simor, you ſhall be my Drefſer—you'll be fine 
and happy behind the Scenes. 

Simon. © Lud! it t will be main pleaſant—I have been 
in the Country, when I liv'd with 


Dick. And when I'm Comedy, you muſt be 
Guts out [Tezches bim. ] for I ſhall 
——— 

Simon. Never doubt me Sir.— 

Dick. Very well ; now run down and open the Street- 
Door; Fll follow you in a Crack. 

Simon. I am to ſerve you, Maſter — 

12 $ To thyſelf—for look ye, Simon, when 
„ Claim thou of me the Care o'th* Ward- 


—— whereof the 1 Property 


* what Money have you about you Maſter Marrbera # 
—＋ But a Teſter, Sir. 
ict. A Teſter — That's ſomething of the leaſt, 
Matter Mat beau, —let's fee it. 
Simon. You have had ffteen Sixpences no 
Dick. Never mind that—Pll pay you all at my 


Benefit. 
Simon. I don't doubt that, Maſter but mum. [Exie. 
T Hamlet. | 8 Richard NL 


. 1he Property Man, in the Play-Heouſe Phraſe, is 


the Peri a who gives Trunchcens, Dagger, &c. to the 
Actors, as Occafton requires. 


* 3% is bs Shaver. 
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folns. | 
Thus far we run before the Wind—An Apotheca- 
ry !—make an Apothecary of me! —f what cramp my 
ITY y == 430 mew me up in a 
an a Account 
ß —— 
— to the Bills of Mortality —No! no! It wilt 


Ramos Oy af we Vp ate cone pes ow cup 


clapped by the Gallery, admired 
© Elon, ia not he x charming Creature.” My Lord, 
% don't you like him of all Things.” ——*<© Makes Love 
3 What an Eye he bas? —fine 
| * go to his Benefit. Celeſtial 
!—Aad then Fll get in with all the Painters, and 
have myſelf put up in every Print the Cha- 
— — — 
Mititude. ] In the Character of Richard (Give me an- 
ther Horſe, bind up my Wounds. )—this will do rarely—. 
and then I have a Chance of well married—O. 
4 Thought! — I By Heaven I will enjoy it, though 
F ——— Ck i 


= 2 at once, this is Club-night. 
— 


Pl] go to em for a while—the Spouters 
tle think F'm — — to fo 
me—OF 1 go, and then for my Aff with 

le's — Poor -latte 1— the's 


Maſter 
222 but I ſhall nd Means bo fe: Matters for 

her Efcape—She's a pretty atrical Cenius— If the 
flies to my Arms like a Hawk to its Perch, it will be ſ@ 
rare an Adventure, and ſo Dramatic an Incident 


| Limbs do your Office, and ſupport me well; 
Bear me but to her, then fail me if you can 


® Richard III. T Vide Romeo and Juliet. 
1 22 45 Tamerlane, |) * 2 


de much better to be paſted up in Capitals, The Part 


ä oe Re ST. >. 4 
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** * 


ATN 


Scene diſcovers the Spouting-Clab, the Member: ſeated and 
rearing out Bravo, while one fand at a Diftance re- 


peating. 

Member. FNURS'D be Senate, curs'd 
"CTC 
0 actions, 

— + 


Still vex 
24. Men. — Aion a tle confined? 
1/. Memb. Plha! you Blockhead, don't you know 


pi TREE 


your 
Shop in the Morning ? when you read nothing 
Trang Man's Packet Companion, or the Trae Clerks Vade 


Acace, Gd not | Chrononbethentheloges in 
H put your 


Ml. 8 Bravo 
Prefident Come, Gentlemen, let us have no Diſputes. 
Conſider Gentlemen, this is the Honourable Society of 
Spouters, and fo to put an end to all Animoſities, read 
the ſeventh Rule of this Society. 
A Member reads. 
' * That Buſineſs ar want of Maney, Hall not be re- 
cei ved as an Excuſe for Non- Attendance, nor the Anger 
* of Parents or ather Relations, nor the Complaints of aur 
* Maſters be ever heard; by which Means this Soctety 
„ auill be able to boaſt its own minic Heroes, and be a 
- * Nurſery of young Actorlings for the Stage, in Jpighe 
* the Mechanic Genius of aur Friends.” 
refident. That is not rule I mean ;—but come, 
T we'll fill a Meaſure the Table round—now good Di- 
geſtion wait on Appetite, and Health on both. 
Aw or huzza, huzza. 5 
nt. Come Gentlemen let us ve no Quarrels. 
IE. huz za 
Scotchman. 


® Yenice Preſrv d. + Macbeth. 
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 M-mb. That will be rare, come let's have it. — 
re 

muckle Applauſe at Edinburgh, when I enacted in 
Reegiceede,—and I now intend to do Meckbeeth—I ſeed 
the Degger Yeſterneet, and I thought I hould ha killed 
every one that came in my way.———- 
Stand out of the way lads, and you'll fee 


me give a touch of Ochello my Dear—(takes the Cork and | 


burns it and blacks his Face) ) The Devil burn the Cork— 


| cs io.) | 
24 Mn. n whoever Knoch. 


Dick. * How now ye —— _, Hi, and Midnight 
Hags?—what is't ye do? 
Mil. Ha! the Genius come to Towa—Huzza ! buz- 
za !/—the Genius— 
Dick. How fare the honeſt Partners of my Heart ?— 
12. us your Hand —Guilderfen yourr— 
I rejoice to fee ye—But 
=Y — the News of the Town !—has any 
thing been Damned ?—any new Performers this Winter* 
— How often has Romeo and Juliet been acted? come 
n I want — 
. Memb. You ſhall know all in good Time. —but 


rhe my dew Bop how was —yow play at Briftol, 


ad. Memb. Ay, lets have it Dear Dick. 

Dick. Look ye there now—f lets have it Dear Boy, 
and dear Dick. — 

iff. Memb. Nay, nay, but how was you receiv d 

Dick. Romeo was my part touch d their Souls for 
em. —every pale Face from the Wells was there, and fo 
on I went—but rot em, —never mind them what 
Bloody Scene has Roſcius now to act? 

1% Memb. Several Things—But Genius, why did 
zou come tous fo late : Why did not you come in the 
Beginning of the Night? _ 


* Macheth. f Suſpicious Huſband. © Richard LIL 


Litman. Amb, 
my Dear, but what 
is that fame 


| Dick. 1 
Arab, my dear Couf Maran, 
won't 


> 
1 fall 
Tenxinly laugh in the Fellow's Face. — 


＋ 2 
Miftate che Epichet. — 


furſt Gentleman of my Name that turn'd "Stage Pl 
—my Couſins would rather fee me ftarve like a 


—wy Coukis would rater ee me fare like» Gear 
aſam d when I think of it. — 


that b . 


Willian, aan 


Dick. Po! Piithee ! you're net fat enough for & 
Ghoſt — 


Way of a Blanket.]— f uttle 
me re 


ee bebind the Scenes ; Paſt Five e chel, clendy 


Morning 
Dick. — five o'Clock—'Sdeath, I ſball miſs 
Appointment with Charlotte have ſtaid too long, 


my 

and ſhall loſe my Proſelyte Come, let us 

All. Ay, let us fally forth. al 
bihman, 


J rice Prad 


rn 
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my Heart; tho I ould have 
bodder'd 'em finely if they had ſtaid. 


Belk, — and fo, Gentlemen, your Servant 
MILE Huzza! Huzza! 
Dick. + We'll ſcower the Watch—Confuſion to Mo- 


Paſt five o'Clock, cloudy Morning. on YS—_ 
Mine att Thee i Trade 
three Nights in the Week, I think—Paſt five o Clock, 
All. Huzza, (without ) 


— What in the Name of Wonder are they 
| 


—— — 


Watchman. Prithee, don't diſturb the Peace 


Member. I Be ſure you write him down an Aſs. 

Dick. || Be alive again, and dare me to the Defart 

with thy Pole, —take any Shape but that, and my firm 

Nerves ſhall never tremble. — | 
IFatchman. Soho! Soho! 

Enter /Vatchmen jrom all Parts, ſome drunk ſome cough- 
24. Watchman. m Meme Gare Pawn 
/. Watchman. Here ate the Diſtuibers of the Peace 

| —] charge em all — = | 
C Dick, 
Þ+ Sir Jabs Nrate. Þ7 ef. J Names. 
Ua POV N 


* 


hs i. made Soire cid Lofite. 
All's quiet here ; the Coaſt's clear —now for my 
Adventure with Charlotte this Ladder will do rarely 


dow—le is the Eaſt, and Juliet is the Sun, arſe fair 
, &c. 
Charlatte. Who's there? my Romeo 7 


Garden Scene firſt 
Charlotte. A Fiddleſtick for the Garden Scene 
Dick. Nay, then Fil act Ranger—up I go, Neck or 


T Richard. 
7 


— +-<a.m.a. 
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may eſcape that way 
Charlotte. That will do purely—and fo do you ſtay where 
you are, and prepare to receive me | Exit 
Dick. No, no, but that won't take—you 


above. 
t hinder 
me from going thro my Part (goes wp) | a Woman by all 


that's — neither old nor crooked —inl goes in} 
and for Fear of the Purſuit of the Family, I'll make fure 
et the Ladder. | 

Simon. Hiſt ! hiſt! Maſter—leave that there to fave 
me from bein 

Dick. With allmy Heart Sin [Exit from above. 
Simon alone. Lord love him, how comical he is !—it 
will be fine for me, when we're playing the Fool toge- 
ther, to call him Brother Martin. I Brother Martin.” 


1 | Enter Dick. 
f on} Cuckold him, Ma'am, by all means—PFm 
Charktte. Well now, I proteſt and vow, I wonder 
how you can ferve a Body fo—feel with what a Pit-a- 
1 Alarm 
Dick. is an Alarm to Love—quick let me ſnatch 
thee to thy Romes's Arms, &c. | 
Watchman behind the Scenes. Paſt Six o Clock, and a 
cloudy Morning. 
Charlatte. Dear Heart, don't let us ftand fooling here 


C 2 — 4 
þ Suſpicieus Huſband. M Stratagem. & Old Batchelor. 
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—as I live and breathe we hall both be taken—do e 


Heaven's Sake let us make our 


Watch. Paſt Six o'Clock, a cloudy 
Charlotte. It comes nearer and nearer; let us make off. 


Dick. Give us your Hand then—my pretty little Ad- | 


2 
+ Yes, my we 
Together tothe Theane we'll go, 
There to their raviſh'd Eyes our Skill we'll ſhew, 
And point new Beauties—to the Pit below. 
Simon. Heaven's bleſs the Couple of em; but mum ! 


Exit, and fouts the Doors after him. 
Enter Kane and bis Follower. 
Bailiff. That's he vonder 


» as fure as re alive—o 
———— 
Follower. —— 24 we 
Coat tho I can't ſay— as fure as a Gun, it is he 
Bailiff. Ay, I ſmoked him at once—Do you run that 
Who 6d oper Ge trans of ; I'll zo 


= dong omg and between us both, it will be odds 


[Exennt. 
| Dieter Watchman. 
Watch. Paſt Six a Cock and a cloudy INg, —— 
Hey-day ! what's here, z Ladder, at 2 
Window ?——1 muſt alarm the Family——Ho! Mafter 
Carple mn [Knzochs at the Door. 
Gargle above. What's the Matter ?—how comes this 
HE I UI Ir LET IR $ below 
1it. Watch. Thope you an t robb'd, Maſter Gargle?— 
As I was going my Rounds, I found Window open. 
Gargle. Wes thisis fome of that Dog's Tricks— 
Take away the Ladder; I muſt enquire into all this. [ Ex. 
Exter Simon, /ike Scrub. 
Simon. 1 Thieves! Murder! Thieves! Popery !— 
Watch. What's the Matter with the Fellow ? 


Sima. 


Watch. Any Miſchief in the Houſe ? 

Simon. broke in with Fire and Sword - they ll 
v n 
ming! — my me this.” 4, 

What ze — 24 — 


— Wich Sword and Piſtol, Sir,—Five and forty. 


| Watch. 
+ Vide Difreſs'd Mather. 3 Vide Stratagem. 


" 5 „ a k 2 
— 


3 


' kap I may come to ha” the worſt on t. 
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atch. then it's Time for me to go, for may” 
1 — b Pere. Watch. 


Enter 
Gargle. Dear Heart! dear —ſhe's 11 
—my Daughter! my Daughter !—what 8 the Fel- 
Ee in fac a Freght for ? 
Simon. Down on your Knees—down on your Mar- 
bo wil noke him thank, I know nechinged 
the Matter —Bleſs his Heart for teaching me)—Down 
on your Marrowbones. — 
Gargle.. Get up, you Fool, get up—Dear Heart, I'm 
unn News Paper. 
ingate, a 
Wingate. ** Wanted on Security. Five hundred 
« Pounds, for which i Intereſt will be given, and 
1 good Premium allowed : Whoever this may fuit, 
for S. T. at the Crows and Rolls in Chancery 
« Low,”—This may be wort after. —T'll have 
Præmium—If the Fellow's a Fool, I'll fx my 
Eve on-him—Other People's Follies are an Eftate to 


| rr 


* 


early, 1 


F i 
riend Gargle, . 


— lying i — 4 


022% O es Wonder —wy Daughter, my 

Wingate. Your Daughter !—what 1 
Gul? —— — 
Sarge. Oh dear Heart! dear * of the 
W:ngate. Fallen out of the Window !—well, ſhe was 
2 Woman, and it's no matter—if ſhe's dead, ſhe's pro- 
vided for —Here, I tound theBook—could not meet with 
— — ham, 
is all their Macherbs and their T 


Ship, end T bay 
you, r 
_ Oh dear, Sir, it's a Caſe 

| ing 


of one Sixteenth, what Part have 
Let me ſee—Flldo it a bort Way ——. | 
Gargle. Loſt beyond Redemption. 
Wingate. 2 * you put me out 
% Ser. 
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Seven Times Seven is Forty-nine, and fix Times 
Twelve is Seventy-two,—and—and—and—a—Here, 
Friend Gargle, take the Book and give it that Scoundrel 
of aFellow—— 
Gargle. Lord, Sir, —He's returned to his Tricks. — 
Wingate. Returned to his Tricks !—What,—broke 


Joofe again? 
Gargle. Ay, andeanried off with him.— 
Wingate. Carried off your —How did the 


Raſcal contrive that ? 
Garg/e. Oh. Dear Sir, —the Watch alarmed us a 
while ago, and I found a Ladder at the Window —ſo [ 


ſuppoſe my young Madam made her Eſcape that Way.— 
wi Sr —_— what Buſineſs had the Fellow 


. ary 37 I had never taken him into my Houſe 
981 Oe par Get | 
— ſuppoſe he does ſhes a Woman, an't 
the? ha! — ha! ha! (diſtrafted? 
Dear Sir, how can you talk thus to a Man 
Wingate. Fl never foe he Fellow Face. 
Simon. Secrets! Secrets! 
Wingate. What are . Friend? 

a bo 284 — in all Families 
dut, ſor my Part Fil not ſpeak a Word pro or con, till 
Wings Y 't ſpeak, Sicrah Fl make 

ingate. You won | ! you 
9 know of this Numſkull ? 
8 
— You faw him then. 
Simer. Yes Sir,—faw him to be ſure Sir—he made 
me open the Shop Door for him he ftop'd on the 
Trefhold aud pointed at one of the Clouds and aſked | 
me.if it was not like an Ouzel 7 | 
Wingate. Like an. Ouzel?——wounds! what's an 


Onunel ? 

And the young came back in the dead 
of Nee flee Days, 

Wingate. T'll tell you what Friend C 
Ro more of the Fellow—let him bite the 
mind my Buſineſs, and not miſa an 


Corghe Good now Mr. Wingate, don't leave me in this 


. 


Aſfliction, —conſider when the animal Spirits are 
+} Vide Scratagem. 4 Hamlet. 
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Solids and Fluids in proper Balance. 

Wingate. Don't tell me of your Solids—T tell you he'll 
acces bs Glid—ens ſo I'll go and mind my Buſineſs — 
let me ſee where is this Chap—(reads) ay, ay, at the 
Crown and morning Friend 

about the N 


Porter. Here's a Letter for you. 
Let me fee it. O dear Heart !=(read) To 
Mr. Gargle, at the Peſtle and Mortar —'Slidikins, this 
is a Letter from that unfortunate 
Wingate. Let me fee it Gargle. 
Gargle. A Moments Patience good Mr. Wingate, and 
this may unravel all—(zeads }) Poor Man !—his 
Brain is certainly turned -I cant make or Tale of it: 
Wingate. Ha! ha!—you are a pretty Fellow—pive 
kms lie-IR mcke i cut for you—\is his Blades 
ge 
0 2 


. 


— 

* her ; u. true "tis "tis, "tis true 
What in the name of Common Senſe is all this? 0 F 
gave done your Shop ſome Service, and you know it, no 
* more of that—|| yet I could wiſh, that at this Time, 1 
* bad not been this Thing.” hat can the Fellow mean? 
— . N. 


* Orhelle. + Hamlet | Mourning Bride, 
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_ 


« which uing d with Liberty may 


overtake occaſion paſt.” 


— overtake occaſion vaſt !—Time and Tide waits for 


Mad as 2 d Hare? I have done with hi i 
ſay till the Shoe pinches, 2 crack-brained Numſkull ! 
Parter. An't pleaſe ye Sir, I fancys the Gentleman is 
a Hale beſide himſelf—he took hold un me here by the. 
Caller, and called me Villain } and bid me prove hi 
Wife a Whore—Lord help him, I never ſee'd the 
or | 


Gargle. My | 
Wingate. Let the Fellow go and be 


I would nat go the Length of my Arm to fave the Vil- | 


lain from the Gallows. Where was he, Friend, wheir 


1 Let him be there, let kim lie there—T am, 
1h ————— 
Gargle. Do my dear Sir, let us ſtep to him. 
Wingate. os L let him ſtay there—this it is to 
have a Genius—ha! ha!—a — ha !—a 
Genius is a fine indeed !—ha! ha ! Exit. 
Gargle. Poor Man! he has certainly a Pever on his 
Spirits—do you der in with me honeſt man, till I fig o 
| w3: Coat, and then Ft go after this unfortunate Boy. 
1 Yes, Sir, it's in Grays Inn Lane. [ Breunt. 
Scene a Spunging: Houſe, Dick and Bailif as a Table, 
ting in a diſconſclate Manner by him. 
AX... ug Here's my Serie 1910 youngGentiman— 
t be uneaſy—the Debt is not much—why do 
look fo fad? — —— 
Diel. Becauſe || Captivity has robb'd me of a 
and dear Diverhion. n = 
Bailiff.. Never look ſulky at me—T never uſe an 
Bady it 2 
— leres 


1 


r Time | may have yet ane fated Hour to come 


„„ 


* * 2 Fe, 


A 


' 
' 
: 
6 
* 


— — — 
* 


«X * n 


The Arrauries. 


Here's nn 
come, we'll have t other Bowl. — 

Dick. + I've now not fifty Ducats in the World 
yet ſtill I am in Love, and d with Ruin. 
Bailiff. What do you ſay? you've fifty Shillings, I 
Dick. + Now thank Heaven! Tm not worth a Groat. 
- Then there's no Credit here, I can tel l you 
that—you muſt get Bail, or go to — who de 

think is to pay Houſe-rent for you? Tou ſee your 
Friends riends won't come near you They ve all anſwered in 
the old Cant. Tue promiſed my Wife never to be Bail 
« for any Body ;'—or © Foe une not to do it''—or 
og — — tobe ox 
r — nos” — x 
Poverty-ſtruck Devils as you ſhan t ſtay in my Houſe— 
you ſhall go to Quad, I can tell you that 
Coming, I 1 

i kg, am coming you in 
— te, I promiſe you before Night,. not worth a 

Groat!—you're a fine Fellow to ſtay in a Man's Houſe. 

| Dick. Come, clear up, Charlotte, never mind this— 
come, now—let us act the Priſon-Scene in the Mourn- 
ing Bride. 
Charlotte. How can think of acting Speeches, 
when we're in fack Diſtreſs ?—— 


Gargle. 
: Sir, let us liſten to him 
I dare fay he repents. -— 


Wingate. Wounds !—what Cloaths are thoſe the Fel- 
low has on ?—Zeokers, the Scoundrel has robbed me.— 
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Dick. O thou ſoft fleeting Form of Liadamira 
Charkete. || Illufive of my beloved Lord! 
— he you Via, you fian't he happy. 
on 't 
Dick. {on the — Ge. = 
on Ground. catch your 
young Madam— found you 
— forbear 3 Paris let looſe your nh 
6 — 
Wingate. Sirtah! Villain! 1 


Wingate. Get off the Ground, you Villain; get off 
the Ground. ahi 
Vi == Father "AT 
ingate. A to rob your z you 
cal Pvea Mind to break 


&« 4-3 x Man—Zookers! 
e. It's | an— 
3 — —4 "and PI take a Boy out of the 
Blue-coat-Heſpital, and him all I have.—Look-ye 
here, Friend GC 22 
me; ye won't — 
— fo, Mr. hang bin, —Tita may take hin 
to ate. 

Gargle. Well but, dear Sir, you know I always in- 
tended to marry my ter into your Family ; and if 
Man hed, wy dike melt al 


Wingate How's that? —into another Channel! 
Muſt not loſe the handling of his Woney—Why, I told 
you, Friend Garg/e, I'm 6 

Gargle. Why no, Sit but your Paſſions— However, 
if you will but make the young Gentleman ſerve out the 
laſt Year of his A 
giving over, and I may put 
Wingate. Ha! ha!—Why—if the Blockhead would 


tes and Allen, as he has from his nonſenſical Trumpery, 


your Head. 
Dick. 1 What, like this? [Takes off bis Wig, and 


3 Im X 4 


but get as many crabbed phyſical Words from Hyppocri- 


| 


Rome, Richard III * Barbarofa. 


3 
* 
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—ha! 2 don't know 8 but he 


e leave thee, —— 
prithee now have done with 
to the laſt Diſ- 


Dick. Why for you're Sake, my Dear, I could almoſt 
— — 
= ou your on your 
- You know it was always my Intention. 
Wingote. I muſt not let the Caſh flip thro my Hands: 
[4fidr.} Look-ye here, young Man—I am the beſt-na- 
tured Man in the World How came this Debt, Friend? 
Bailiff. The Gentleman gave his Note at B-i/fol, I un- 
| „ where he tis but twenty Pounds. — 
Wingate. T Pounds! Well, wky don't you ' 
ſend to your Friend Shakeſpear now to bail you—ha ! 
ha! I ſhould like to fee Shaleſpear give Bail—ha! ha ! 
—— Mr. Catchpole, will you take Bail of Ber Thompſon, 
and Shakeſpear and Cdyſſ:y Popes Fomnm— 
" Bailiff. 2288 have been here, Sit — are 


Dick. F You do not come to mock D 
Gargle. Huſh! young Man, you me 
8 you — Ho is * Digeſtion? 
Dick. 4 Throw Phyſic to the Dogs. I'll none of it 
_ Charlotte. Nay, but dear Dick 1 — 
Wingate. What fa ys he, Sarge 
Gargle. He repeats, Sir, —be'll 3 
Wingate. I hat's righ 
if you will but ſer ve out your 
here, will make © lian of 


in Days, a, you al have all mine too 

that 2 when Im _— 

I 
O Gemini, it be the 

the World, and we'll fee Names and Fulict Tg 

it 13 ated. 


Dick. Ay, and that will be a hundred Times in a Sea- 
fon at leaſt. —Befides, it will be like a Play, if I zeform 
my 


| Romeo. + Mourning Bride. Y Macheth. 
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at the Fnd—t Sir, free me fo far in your 


2 Well, well, | will—He knows 


— Very well that's rial a 4 
ne | Friend — Ir, _— | 
C hea: is 

in the Compoſition of Health —— | 

Wingate. V/ounds! Man, let's hear no more of your _ 

Phyſick—here, Man, put this Book in your 7 

Pocket, and let me ſee how 2 de Maſter of 

Valgar FraQtions —Mir Catel pole, ſtep home with me, 

and P'll pay you the Money—you ſeem to be a notable 


Sort of a Fellow, Mr. Catchpo/e—could you nab a Mag 
for me? 


—_—_ =. _ i WV. 
ingate. Very come along lent a young 
22 N I 


end | 
— Stage, it's ſome Comfort that the 
s nnd al 4 the Men and Women merely 


#.. © 
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